'Chapter 19
The ASSISTANT

IN THE FOREST WITH THE PROFESSOR, RETIEF HAD BEEN TOR-
tured by jealousy and remorse. When he got back, he must
write down his thoughts, must try to explain himself to him-
self before he went mad. Write out the past and try, from the
past, from his record of it, to see into the future. How did one
write these things? It would no doubt take form as he began.
At least he would not be hampered by self-consciousness, since
it was only for himself. In his own room the day after their
return he began:
CI, who write, saw this thing from its small beginning,
watched it grow, became involved in it, first as a mere spec-
tator and later in a more intimate fashion. It is therefore no
romance, but a private part of my life, bringing neither credit
nor discredit upon me, and finally coming near to overwhelm-
ing me.
There are innumerable reasons for writing as there are an
infinite variety of writers. There are the great ones like Victor
Hugo, and the petits maitres, the imitators; and those who
would be thought writers, but do not write; and the hacks
and the ghost writers, professionals who cultivate the gardens
of literature as assiduously as peasants. But I, Pierre Retief,
fall into none of these categories. I am no writer, but a sci-
entist. In consequence, what I write must of necessity be
cold, objective, more of a thesis than a romance, though God
knows that of which I write is romantic enough and terrible